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By this one bloodie triall offharpe warre. 

1. Lor, Euerymansconfcienceis a thoufand fwor ds 
To fighi againA that bloody homicide. 

2 . Lor . [ doubt not but his friends will file to vs. 

$• Lor. He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich, All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Godsend meaner creatures kings. * 
r £nter K • Richar d : N srff.Ratc/iffe, Catesbjjvith others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field 
Why how now Catesby,why lookefl diou fo fad? 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King Norffblke, come hither; 

Norffolke,we muAhaueknockeSjhajmuA we not i 
Nor. We mu A both giuc and take, my gracious Lord, 
King* Vp with my tent there, here will 1 lye to night, 
Sut where tomorrow ? well all is one for that: 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixe or feuen thoufand. is their greatefl number*. 
King 1 Why our battalion trebels that account, 
Befides,thc kings name is a tower offirength, 

Which they vpon theaduerfepartie want : 

V p with my tent there, valiant gentlemen. 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the field, 

Call for fome men of found dire&ion, 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay, 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. Exeunt* 

Enter Richmond with the Lords* 

Rich . The wearie Sunne hath made a golden feate. 
And by the bright tracke of his fierieCarrc, 

Giues fignall ofa goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William Brandon, he /hall beare my AandcrdL' 
The Earle of Pembrookekeepe his regiment, 

Good Captaine51unf,beare my good night to him, 

And by thefecond houre in the morning, 

Defirc the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more,good .tflunt before thou goeft, 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd,doeft thou know? 
£/m,Vnl es /hauc miflanc his colours much, Which 


of Richard the third* 

Which well I am afTuredlhauenotdone, 

Elis regiment lieth halfe a mile at lea A, ^ 

South from the mighde power ot the king* 

Rich . K without perill it be pofflblc, 

(Food captain Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And giue him from me, this moA needful fcrowle* 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, /le vndertake it. 

Rich* Farewell good Blunt, 

Giue me fome /nice and paper in my tent, 

/le dra w the forme and modle ofour battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And partin iu A proportion our fmall Arength: 

Cdme,lct vs co.ifult vpon to morrowes bufinefle* 

In to our tent,the aire is rawc and cold* 

Enter K Rjchard^orjf. Ratchff^yCatesby* 

King What is a Jocke i 

£at % k is fixe of the clocke/ullTupper time. 

King /will not fup to night, giue me fome /nke & paper, 
JPhatismy beuer eafierthen it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent? 

Cat . It is my liege, and all things are in readinefle. 

King . (Food Norffokehie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe carefull watch, chufe truAie Centinell, 

Nor. I gee my Lord, 

King. iFtur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffblke* 
Nor. T warrant you my Lord* 

"King Cates bie. • 

Rat. My Lord, 

King* Send out a Purfeuant atarmes 
To Stanleys regement,bid him bring his power 
before Sunrifmg,lcaA his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde cane ofeternall night. 

Fill me a bo wle of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke thut my femes be found and not too heauy Ratlififer 
Rat . My Lord. 

King. Sawefi thou the melancholy L.Ncrthumberland? 
Rat. /homa* the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

Much about Cockflhut time, from troupe to troupe 
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